To JULIET 


Wirn Tas LzTT EAS or ABOELARD & HELOISE, 


3 No more my JuL1eT! may that frown 
Z Chace each soft dimple from thy cheek, 
3 Bid thy relenting heart disown 

+ _ Whatce'er that crrel look would speak! 


And, though for me, thy marble breaſt 
Nor Pity feels - nor Paſsion knows; 
Though all in vain;my Muſe hath dreſt 

In simpleſt garb a Lover's woes: 


Yet deign this Tale thou lovelieſt Maid! 
To veiw, aad to its fad distreſs, 

Be Pity's genuine tribute puid, 

And may thy tear its Sorrows bleſs 


The tyort of Fortune's fickle gale, 
What varied IIs their Paſsion wait! 
Repoſ'd in. Life's ſequestered vale, 

By Love how blest - how curst oy Patel | 


While ner these woes we en bend, ; — 
Nor ſigh repręſs -- nor check the tear: B 


Theſe ſoon their honled Flow ſhall lend 
And other's Sorrows _— endcar, 


Ah ſoon that feigned frown diſmiſs - 
For ſo thy iviiened Heart may prove, 
That Sympathy alone is Ellis, 

TI ak, all Gul Ha; ppineſs 1 13 LOVE. 
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